less in every language under the sun except the German, 167
Italian and Japanese, whenever a newsreel was shown of
the bombing o£ a Chinese city.* I remember it for the
very special reason that at the first showing of the de-
struction of Shanghai, the streets littered with mutilated
bodies which were being hastily shovelled into carts like
so much garbage, there arose in this French cinema such
a pandemonium as I had never heard before. The French
public was outraged. And yet pathetically, humanly
enough, they were divided in their indignation. The rage
of the just ones was overwhelmed by the rage of the vir-
tuous ones. The latter, curiously enough, were outraged
that such barbarous, inhuman scenes could be shown to
such well-behaved, law-abiding, peace-loving people as
they imagined themselves to be. They wanted to be pro-
tected from the anguish of enduring such a scene even at
the comfortable distance of three or four thousand miles.
They had paid to see a drama of love in comfortable seats
and by some monstrous and wholly unaccountable faux
pas this nasty slice of reality had been shoved before their
eyes and their peaceful, idle evening virtually ruined.
Such was Europe before the present debacle. Such is
America to-day. And such it will be to-morrow when the
smoke has cleared away. And as long as human beings
can sit and watch with hands folded while their fellow-
men are tortured and butchered so long will civilization
be a hollow mockery, a wordy phantom: suspended like
a mirage above a swelling sea of murdered carcases.
* Warniag to this effect: the public is urgently requested not to display
any undue emotion upon the presentation of these horripilating scenes.
They might as well have added: remember, these are only Chinese,
not French citizens.

